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next job was to damage the railway-line and points,
and Lawrence took the points while I moved a few
hundred yards up the line towards Deraa, with two
of the body-guard, to plant what we called tulips,
small charges of gun-cotton, under the metal sleep-
ers. I had planted half a dozen when something
made me look along the line towards Deraa and my
heart stood still, for a train was crawling slowly out
of the town towards Mezerib. My first thought was
to wrarn Lawrence, who was now almost alone in the
station, Nuri having collected and marched off his
detachment out of reach of the line. Rushing back
at top speed, I shouted breathlessly that a train was
coming. " A plane ? " said Lawrence, cc Oh, yes
—that will do no harm ! " C£ Not a plane, you
damned fool," I roared, cc a train." Lawrence did
not turn a hair. " I suppose we'd better light our
charges, then," he said. " I will do yours, if you
like." But I was already running back, fumbling
for my fusees. A fuse will not light from the flame
of a match ; it needs a glowing end to set it off, and
I felt feverishly in one pocket after another as I
pounded along the metals, but could not find the
precious box. I was pouring with sweat and thor-
oughly uncomfortable by the time I got back to my
two helpers. Neither of them had fusees, but one
had matches, with which I lit a cigarette. Then
began a hunt for the projecting ends of the buried
fuses, which hid themselves obstinately under the
metal sleepers. As each tulip was somewhere in the
middle of a ten-metre rail, I had to cover another
fifty or sixty yards before I reached the farthest fuse.
Meanwhile the train was slowly crawling on, and
there was not much time to spare. One last dab
with the glowing cigarette, and I rushed to my

